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"now do just stay for a cup of tea, it'll put strength
in you for your drive back;" the belated departure.
The roads will be dark and empty now, unless it is
a Saturday night and for a few miles there will be
the headlights of the charabancs on their way back
to Bristol. Tetbury,Cirencester, Lechlade, Faringdon;
often I could drive the whole way back without
stopping. If drowsiness surged up, one could always
sing or pinch oneself or, if it was winter, open the
windscreen and let the ice-cold air rush in. But there
are few more exacting tasks than fighting sleep, and
sometimes I would have to stop every now and again
and walk up and down to drive off the creeping
numbness.   Occasionally, towards the end of the
journey, I have had to stop half a dozen times in
three miles or less. And once or twice I reached a
condition in which it was no longer any use stopping,
and I could see buses on the road ahead of me, buses
on whose sides I could even read the advertisements,
buses which, as I met them, proved not to be there.
These were the more uncomfortable expeditions.
Occasionally of course I set forth from my parents*
house in Gloucestershire,  comparatively near at
hand. Once or twice I was even driven by a chauffeur.
And often I would stay some days on end in the
constituency and get through a crowded programme
of visits, bazaar openings, and midday and evening
meetings. But it is the occasional flying raid from
Oxford which I remember now as characteristic.
Often I would have had tea at home before I started,
but as I ate sandwiches in the hall in the small hours
on my return, it would seem as if I had been away
an age, and next day, in a propitiatory gesture to the

